Prelude 


Flat x-z plains 

line after line of snow texture. 

A linear journey through space populated by silver birch, 
deciduous variety mingled with pine - 

the territory that is not a map. 

ft seemed an appropriate metaphor, this Silesian landscape 
of immense labour, 

for the rabble 1 call my ‘agricultural’ agents - 

those who nurture this metascape, ‘turning the land’ so-to-speak, 

keeping it up to date with my changing seasons. 

Unfortunately there is not enough time to maintain the totality, 
so fragments gather as dark cluster - bird-nests in the tall trees, 
silhouetting against the grey sky 
to remind me. 

This is a good introduction, ft sets the scene 
rendering 

a misty light on the edge of vision 

as the haze - the slate blue - a Polish eye - softens the horizon. 

Although maybe stark and minimal in comparison 

to other prelude sequences, for me it sets the tone right. One of history; one of landscape. . . 
Desaturated, 

and cold possibly, it is only a ploy to test the durability and acceptance of your mind before 
completely immersing into the space: 

winter January light, 
ochre and brown 
grass land, 
the dark wood, 
dirt fractal buildings - 

all act as indicator of mood. 

You will be aware that there are grim spaces, that some support dark thoughts. 

However do not be mistaken. 

ft includes sequences with rubies, silicon. . . 

alive with content and memory. 

Crystals hold not just patterns of information, 
but hopefully nodes of mortality itself. 
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